

TbeTamtng of the $bre% 

Petr. Sir hercs the deorc } this is Lucextioshouft, 

My Fathers bearcs more toward the Market-place, 

Thither muft 1 and heerc 1 lcsueyou fir. 

Vin. You (hall not chooie but drinkc before you go 
Ithinkel Ihall command your weLierne here; * 

And by all likelihood fome cbeere istoward. Knocl. 

Grcm . They’re bufic within, you were beft knseke ioT^, 
Pedant holies out of the window, 

Ped, What’s he that kaockes as he would beatc dovroc tin 
gate ? 

yin. Is Sigtvior Lucentio within hr? 

fed. He’s within fir, but not to be fpoken withall. 

Vine. What if a man bring him a hundred pound or two it 
make mcrric withall. 

Fed. Kecpc your hundred pounds to your felfe, he dial! n«4 
none fo long as I liue. 

Petr. Nay, I told you your fonne was bdoucdinP,<rf<Mi(i« 
you hcarc fir, to leauc fnuolous circum fiances, 1 pray you tellSig. 
niar Lucentio that hisFadite it come from Ps/^andishetrcattk 
doorc to fpcake withhim. 

Fed. Thou lieft his Father is come from and here loot 

ing out of the window*. 

Vin. Art thou his Father? 

Ped. 1 fir, fo hismother (ayes if Imaybdeeueher. 

Petr, Why how now Gentleman: why this is flat knauaif 
totakevpon you an other mans name. 

Pedvt, Lay hands on the villaine,Ibelceueatne*nesto coke 
iome bodie iu this Citie vnder my countenance. 

Enter Btond. llo. , 

Bion, I haue feene them in the Church together, God I® 
them goodfli pping : but who ishecre rraine old Mailer finceM 
now we arc vndone andoroughtto nothing. 
yin. Come hither crack hempen 
Bion e 1 hope f may choofcSir. 

Vin, Come hither you rogue, what haue you forgot raw 
Biond. Forgot you, no fir : i could not forget you. tor in | 
faw you bef ore in all roy life. , a, 

Vmc, What, you notorius villaine, didft thou nciitf 
/tfiflris father, Vsncentio •, ^ 


The Taming of the Shrele* 

Bwt. What my worfliipjyll old maftcr ? yes nsarrie 6c Cse 

Stkere he lookes out of the window. ' 

Iflfo indeede. Hebeates Btondelh. 

Bion Hclpe.helpe, helpe, here’s a mid man will murder me. 

Pedan. Hdp. fonne, helpcSigniori?*/**/?*. . 

rp e u prechec Jdate let’s (land afide and fee the end of this 

isntroucrfic. 

Enter Pedant with / truants , B aptifia , Trattio. 

m Sir what are you that offer to beatc my (sruatst f 
nine W hat am 1 fir: nay what are you fir : oh urnnorcall Gods: 

■faunniochat ,oh 1 am vndone, 1 am vndone:while Iplaie 
“podhmbandat home.my lonne andn.yf<ru.n,fpend all 
atthevniuerfitie. 

Era, How now what's the matter ? 

Bapt. What is the man lunaucke? 

7>v?.Sir you feeme aiober ancient Gentleman by your 
buevour words (hew you amad man : why fir,what cernes n you, 
ifl wearePearie and gold: 1 thankc my good lather, I am able 
tomaintaine it. 

Vin. Thy father : oh.viUame, he is a Sailc-maker an Berime. 
Bap. You Miftake fir, you miftakefir , praic what do you think: 

it his name? , , 

Vin. His name, as if I knew not his name : I haue brought 
him vp cuer fiucc he was three yeeres old, and his name is Trouto . 

Ped. Awaie, away mad affc, his name is Lucentio, and he is 
mine onelie fonne and beire to the lands of me figtuor Vincent to, 
Vin. Lucentio , oh he hath murdred his Maftcr ; l ay hold on 
him I charge you in the Dukes name: oh my (onae, my fonne: 
tell me thou villaine, where is my fonne Lucentio ? 

Tra . Call forth an officer : Carrie this mad kuaus to the lade: 
Richer B aptifia, 1 charge you fee that he be fcith camming. 

Vine. Carrie mec to the 1 aile ? 

(Jre. Staicofhcer, lie (hall not goto ptifon. 

Bap. Talkcnot fignior Gremio : 1 fay he (hallgoetoprifon. ^ 
gre. r ake hcedc fignior B aptifia , loft y ou bo conicatchc i» 
“his bufineffe : I due l wearc this is the right Vfitceuth. 
ftd. Sweats if thou dai’ti. 
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